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a manoeuvre that only tantalizes and wounds me. In your
kst you put together many friendly words to give me hopes
of your return; but can I be so blind as not to see that they
are vague words ? "
He had counted on their return in autumn: now he was
warned not to expect them till the following spring.
" I shall not; nor do I expect that next spring. I have
little expected this next! My dearest Madam, I allow all my
folly and unreasonableness, and give them up and abandon
them totally. I have most impertinently and absurdly tried,
for my own sake merely, to exact from two young ladies,
above forty years younger than myself, a promise of sacrificing
their rooted inclinations to my whims and satisfaction. But
my eyes are opened, my reason is returned, I condemn myself;
and I now mate you but one request, which is, that, though I
am convinced it would be the most friendly and good-natured
meaning possible, I do implore you not to try to help me to
delude myself any more/*
When they wrote to say that they were changing their
plans for his sake to a return in autumn, he protested, he
begged them: " Do not unsettle me: I dread a disappoint-
ment as I do a relapse of the gout." The end was, of course,
apologies : he had repented of his murmurs. " Even my
complaining letter, though original and unreasonable, proved
that tie more I thought myself to be quitting the world, the
more my heart was set on my two friends." And his excuses
were accepted; not only that, but the time was definitely
shortened. One asks oneself if he ever cast a glance over his
shoulder into past years and felt remorseful twinges.
Probably not: he was too busy with the present, putting
in his year of waiting (" the longest year that ever was, a
baker's year, it has thirteen months to the dozen"), much
perturbing himself because Miss Mary had fallen down a slope
and damaged the loveliest of all noses (happily not a lasting
damage); chronicling the gossip, the rage for Sir William